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GLIMPSES INTO OTHER DAYS OF PROSPECT HARBOR

The history of Prospect Harbor must necessarily begin with the
history of the town of Gouldsboro. I’ll spare you going back to
Cadillac and the early French explorers and begin these glimpses
into the past with the year of 1764, almost two hundred years ago.
It was then that the General Court of Massachusetts granted Town
ship, No. 3, afterwards Gouldsboro, to three Boston business men,
Francis Shaw, Nathan Jones and Robert Gould. They had been up
here the year before looking over the country and surveying the
land. Gould was the surveyor. I have found no record of how they
got here — of course, by vessel — there was no other way, or where
they first landed but wherever it was, they apparently fell in love
with the country and felt it held great possibilities both for home
sites and for economic development. Perhaps of the three, Gould
the surveyor for whom the tov/n was eventually named, was the most
enthusiastic. Tradition has it that he was so anxious to have the
Massachusetts Court feel the population warranted the grant of a
township, that the family dog Toby, became Tobias Gould, and
Tabby the cat, Tabitha and so on, so that these names could be sent
in to swell the numbers.
These three were neither poor men nor soldiers of fortune, but
well established citizens of Boston, although it is stated that Robert
Gould had to borrow money from John Lane, a London merchant
who was interested in this part of the country, for his share in the
venture, Both he and Nathan Jones moved to Gouldsboro and set
tled here, But Francis Shaw only came from time to time to explore
and look his property over. Shaw had a large family, as most people
did in those days, and when all his possesssions were divided, no
one child found himself particularly well off. His great land hold
ings in this region went to his two older sons, who apparently were
not able to keep so much property. They settled in Gouldsboro and
died there, but much of their original land was sold to William
Bingham, a rich Philadelphian, who at one time owned about two
million acres in what is now the state of Maine. It is confusing
with all this land in the family to learn that Nathaniel Shaw young
est son of Francis Senior, bought property in Gouldsboro in 1784,
the year his father died, but so it is. The first deed recorded in
Hancock County is his. Six years later, it is recorded that he sold
sixty acres to Asa Cole in what is now Prospect Harbor. The first
Cole to interest himself in this region was Johnathan, father of
Asa and another brother, Abijah. I believe he did not live here but
came from time to time to supervise a mill which he had built, or
at least had an interest in, on the stream. At about the same time,
Abijah Cole bought two hundred acres on the east side of the
stream and lived here for the rest of his life. He had two sons
whom he inconveniently named Asa and Abijah, It is difficult in
looking over the old records to know always who’s who. So many
names were duplicated, sometimes even in the same family. If a son
named John died early, when another boy came along some years
later, he too was christened John, so unless the dates are made
clear, there is lots of room for confusion.
In these early days this community was known as Watering
Cove. It so appears on old maps even before there was a settlement

here. As early as 1728 a map was found on the barque Caroline on
which the harbor is marked Watering Cove. The place was well
known to sea captains who put in here to take on a supply of fresh
water from the stream.
About the time the Coles were buying land here, the Moore
brothers appear. Josiah, Joseph and Peletiah bought property in
the south eastern section of the town. Other familiar names begin
to be recorded as buyers of land in the community, Allen, Tracy,
Clark, Noonan and others were obtaining home sites and building.
The population was large enough so that many young men ans
wered muster call in the days of the Revolution. They served for
the most part either under Captain John Allen of Machias, who
with resourcefulness and vigor overcame his British opponents in
the first naval battle of the war, or under General Daniel Sullivan
for whom our neighboring town was named. General Sullivan was
a brave and energetic man, and undoubtedly hlad a fine influence
on all those who served under him. He was, however, a better soldier
than grammarian and speller. In a letter to another military man he
writes that “ three men set of to get the news”—meaning undoubtedly
‘set off’ — and later, ‘our armed vessels is forty five in number’.
The General with his men went twice to Machias to the aid of Capt
ain Allen, but his principal activities were at the defense of Castine.
General Sullivan was finally captured by the British, although sub
sequently promised his liberty if he would swear allegiance to the
King. This he stubbornly refused to do and was therefore imprisoned
on the Jersey hulk, a prison ship where living conditions were ter
rible. Soon after his release he died as a result of his imprisonment.
Perhaps General Sullivan is not really a part of the story of
Prospect Harbor, but he was one of the outstanding men of his
time in this region just as was General David Cobb who came as
agent for the great Bingham holdings. General Cobb settled on
Gouldsboro Point and had grandiose ideas for the neighborhood. He
expected Gouldsboro point to become a second Portland—a great
shipping and trading center. Although these magnificent schemes
never materialized, he was instrumental in furthering the lumbering
and fishing industries, in building wharves and roads and attracting
settlers to the region. The original Tracy came here in his employ
and after the General’s death, bought part of his land including
what was than called Cobb’s Marsh, and was later known as the
Dyke, and his,old homestead as well. Tracy tore down the old house,
nature helping him in this as part of it had blown down in a severe
winter storm, and rebuilt on the same site. This I understand was
half way between Gouldsboro and Prospect Harbor.
In 1800 there appeared in a Boston paper an advertisement
headed: Lands for Sale and Settlement in the District of Maine.
\oung Farmers attend. The first six families of young, industrious
and prudent farmers who will take up their homesteads in the
Gouldsboro region, will be granted 150 acres, the next six families
wrill have theirs at one dollar an acre. In a foot note it states that
the Gouldsboro packet leaves once a month from a Boston wharf.
And speaking of transportation in the early days, I came across

an item in General Cobb’s diary which shows how times have
changed. He noted that he wished to go from Gouldsboro to Phil
adelphia to a meeting of the General Court, and further writes that
he thinks that he can take a vessel which will get him to Blue Hill
in a week, and with good fortune, he should be in Philadelphia
within a month. I told this to Mrs. Ilenrichsen just before she set
out for the same city, expecting to get there in a few hours by
plane, and she was delighted. She exclaimed that as she planned to
speak on the meaning of time to a group of Quaker ladies, she was
going to begin her talk with this item.
We are now getting down to the nineteenth century and Water
ing Cove, or Prospect Harbor as it is to become, begins to take
shape as we know it. The south end of town where the Stinson
Canning Company now is, was called Whale Cove. Here the whaling
ships put in and the whales were cut up and tried out in great iron
kettles. I expect it smelled worse in those days then it ever has since.
The stream was dammed and a saw mill stood somewhere in the
neighborhood of Ray’s Store. This undoubtedly was the mill erected
by Johnathan Cole, and his reason for coming here in the first place.
Later a grist mill was built about where the Falkingham house now
stands. Over fifty years ago, my mother while walking by the stream,
noticed half hidden by grass and weeds a big granite mill stone
such as was used in early grist mills. She inquired about it and was
told that if she wanted to have it dragged away, she could have it,
so I expect our neighbor, Irving Whitaker’s ox team hauled it to
our front door where it lies now, and I dare say most of you have
walked across it into our house.
A number of houses that we now know, or remember, were be>ing built. The Dorcas Allen house at The Sands, my house built by
Wilson Moore, the house at the corner where Marion Noonan now
lives. This was Squire Benjamin Moore’s home, older brother of
Wilson. Out on Lighthouse Road was the James Noonan house,
which we all know as Charlotte Phalen’s. When first built it stood
on the opposite side of the road. The house where the Walkers
live is possibly one of the very early houses, but it has been so al
tered and added to that it is hard to say whether any of the original
house is left or whether this is 'a new house built for himself by Cap
tain Deasey. If so, it is almost certain, that there was an older house
standing on this site belonging to one of the numerous Moores. In
these early days the road to Corea, or Indian Harbor as it was then,
ran up the hill on the east side of my house. I expect some have
wondered why my front door is so far from the road— that is the
reason. When the house was built there was only a comparatively
small side yard between the front door and the road, and the farm
and out buildings stretched out on the other side towards the woods.
At that time, Captain Wilson owned from our shore on the Harbor
to the Sands, but when the new road was constructed, he swapped
the property from the top of the hill to The Sands for right of way
on the new road.
I should like to digress a little at this point and say a word or
two about my house. Although as far as we know it was built some
time between 1800 and 1820, I have known someone who remembered

the builder. This was Miss Grace Moore, older sister of Margie, who
many of us remember. These were the daughters of Captain Oscar
Moore and grand nieces of Captain Wilson. Their girlhood home was the
house which has been closed for so long between the Albees and the
Ray Newmans. Miss Grace had a warm, responsive personality and
was a wonderful story teller. She said that as a little girl she used
to come up the hill from time to time with her father to call on her
old great uncle. They often found him sitting out on ithe front stoop,
in the sun and out of the wind, smoking a long clay pipe. His hair
and beard were grizzled red-grey but the fascinating touch was that
he wore gold hoop earrings. I have always hoped that perhaps on
some misty Indian summer evening, I might open the front door
and find him sitting there — it almost seems as if I could smell pipe
smoke— but I’ve never had any luck.
Although Wilson was married, he never had any children, or at
least none who survived him and his wife, so in later middle life,
he made an arrangement with Captain and Mrs. Charles Johns to
come to live with them and care for them in their old age. Then upon
their death the Johns were to inherit the property. Aunt Nancy
Johns lived down into my own day although I never knew her. When
we first came to this region we boarded with the Tracy’s, grand
parents of the present Shaws, at The Sands, When Aunt Nancy died
the property passed into the hands of a niece living in the Boston
area, but the agent for the estate was John Cole, Miriam Colwell's!
great uncle. The story goes that he came to my father and asked if
he wouldn’t like to buy some property in Prospect Harbor. At the time
my father had made some rather unfortunate investments in real
estate and was against owning any more land. However, the evening
after the interview he did stroll over from The Sands just to take a
look around. It was haying time and the haycocks were strewed
around the back field. Father sat down in front of one and leaned
against it. You can imagine what he saw — the long shadows across
the field, the distant view of Cadillac, then called Green Mountain,,
with the white spire of the Union Church below it — the old house
itself half hidden by magnificent hundred year old willow trees.
In the air the smell of new mown hay mingled with a faint breath
of salt from the shore. The next morning he looked up John Cole
and signed the papers. So although the house must be well over a
hundred and fifty years old, it has never changed hands many times.
To go back to other early houses. Miriam Colwell believes that
the house in which she now lives was built in 1817 by her greatgreat grandfather, Asa Cole, the first Post Master of Prospect Har
bor. In an old diary in her possession there is mention of raising a
house frame in 1817 and she believes that refers to her present house.
Marguerite Leighton’s house at the corner is an oldtimer. Its back
ground and builder were vague until I came across a slip of paper in
a book on the Ebenezer Wood family of West Gouldsboro. This
memorandum states that the house was bought by Ebenezer Wood
from Abijah Cole on April 18, 1836 and it was then forty seven
years old. This would make the year of its building 1789 and there
fore, one of the oldest houses in town. The memorandum goes on to
say that Ebenezer and his family only lived here for six years and
then moved back to the beautiful house he had built in West Gould

sboro. One rather wonders why he left it. Perhaps because it was
too big, although the house he bought here was anything but small.
Perhaps he had found a likely purchaser in the Weston family,
ancestors of Marion Ray. This was the Weston home for many years
until it was sold to Edward Cleaves who kept is as an inn. He also
had a livery stable on the premises.
Another one of the early houses is now owned by the Francis
Simpsons, Miriam Simpson tells me that in 1826 the property was
deeded from the Reverend Job Chadwick to Joel Moore. On the land
was the dwelling house, a small barn and out house. I went through
the material I had trying to find some trace of the Reverend Job,
but no list of land owners, clergy or even school teachers gave the
name, but finally in an old ledger belonging to Benjamin Moore, I
find that he was paid one dollar and a half for appraising the estate
of Job Chadwick, so apparently Job Chadwick really did exist.
One or two of us may remember the old bee hive at the south
end of town on the right just as the road turns to go up the hill to 
wards Birch Harbor. This was the home of the Clarks among the
earliest comers to town. The house was undoubtedly when first built
one of the sturdy, spacious homes of Prospect Harbor, but by the
time I remember it, it had fallen on evil days. It had long ceased to
be a private home and had become a rooming house for factory
workers, hence the name bee hive, who apparently took no interest
in its upkeep. It was literally falling to pieces when it was finally
torn down I should say around 1920. Still, I can’t help wondering
if there might not have been some nice old woodwork and possibly
some interesting blacksmith hardware, well worth salvaging, if any
one had an eye for it.
Before going on to later developments, perhaps I ought to say
a word about the first Town House. It is no longer standing and
never was in Prospect Harbor, but it played a part in the early life
of the town. It was located on the hill somewhere near where the
West Bay Church now stands. I have found no date for its ejection,
but it finished its usefulness to the community when it burned to
the ground in September of the year 1883. It is described as a
square weather beaten building. On the inside were boxed in pews
running upon either side of the chancel, below which was a space for
the choir. In the upper part of the building was a room where the
town records were kept. We should probably know more of the
background of the community if these records had not burned up
with the rest of the building. This town house was used not only
ior town meetings but for church services, for a singing school and,
shades of our ancestors — a theater. In connection with the sing
ing school angle, as well as the church choir, the name Rolfe keeps
recurring. I believe the Rolfes are in Beatrice Albee’s background,
so probably she comes rightfully by her musical ability. Another
interesting sidelight on transportation in these early times, I came
across in a description of General Cobb’s household. The General
and any of his men friends who might be visiting him rode to
church on horseback. The ladies and elderly relatives followed in
a carryall, but the children and maid servants trotted along bare
foot, at least in good weather, carrying their shoes and stockings

with them. When they were in sight of the Meeting
slipped off into the woods, put on their foot gear and
corously clad at the church door. I have an idea that
a long walk were far more comfortable in those days
shoes.
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In the first half of the nineteenth century the town grew and
prospered. The first school house had been built as early as 1793 or
there abouts. I believe the situation was where the K,. of PL Hall
now stands. The first Post Office was established in 1828, Asa Cole
being the first post master. The mail came in and went out once a
week. Now comes the question of the name of the town. Apparently
as soon as the Post Office was opened the name of the place was al
ready Prospect Harbor, but why Prospect Harbor? I’ll give you my
theory, but as I nave nothing authentic to back me up, you may
think what you like. In 1823 a vessel was built, either right here
or in one of the nearby towns. At any rate its home port was this
harbor. One of the Moores was skipper and various other Moores
wrere owners. Among the papers Julia Whitaker Cole lent me there
is a bill of sale for one sixth of the vessel from David Moore to
Benjamin Moore. This ship carried lumber, fish and other home pro
ducts from here to city markets and brought back sugar, coffee, tea
and the like, in fact the life of the town was greatly dependent on
it. The name of this vessel was the Prospect, and this was the Pro
spect’s harbor. It seems to me that the town as it grew and held
many more important activities than the mere watering of ships in
the coastwise trade, found the old name of Watering Cove falling
into disuse, and the more modern names of the Prospect’s Harbor, or
Prospect Harbor more popular. When five years after the building
of the ship, the first Post Office was established, it seems to me
quite logical that Prospect Harbor was sent into Washington as the
official name of the town. Miriam Colwell feels that the town
was called Prospect Harbor even before the launching of the Pro
spect. She may be right, but somehow to me ‘Prospect’ seems more
a ship’s name than a town’s name. All the towns around here have
rather obvious names — Gouldsboro, Sullivan, Winter Harbor, Birch
Harbor and so on, whereas the vessels have more imaginative names
such as Argus, Dawn, Ozambo, Condor and the like. To my mind it
seem more probable that the town was named for the vessel rather
than the vessel for the town, but that’s just my idea.
In the year 1843, just one hundred and twenty years ago, what
we know as the Dorcas Society was founded under the name of
the Female Benevolent Society. I should like to read you a word
or two from the preamble of the constitution which Marion Ray
has so kindly lent me.
‘Whereas in the opinion of most good citizens, the happiness of
mankind is promoted by the foundation of societies under different
heads and for different purposes therefore, we the undersigned, re
sidents of the town of Gouldsboro in the vicinity of Prospect Harbor,
do agree hereby to form ourselves into an association-—’. Then fol
lows the various articles. The entrance fee into this society was
twelve and a half cents. Twenty four members signed the book with
familiar names — Cole, Moore, Allen, in the majority, Martha A.
Wood was the secretary (and I’m willing to wager that the ‘ A ’

stood for Ann. As a middle name it was a prime favorite.) She had
a beautiful hand as practically everyone did in these days, albeit I
find the script difficult to read. The letters are formed in unaccus
tomed style, the small letters often very small, Paper was valuable
in these days and not to be wasted with undisciplined scrawling.
Sometimes I am particularly impressed with the men’s handwriting.
These men worked hard with their hands, lumbering, fishing, blacksmithing, yet when they sat down to their ledgers, the writing is as
delicate and well formed as a copper plate.
The Female Benevolent Society met once a month at one
another’s homes. They made more or less what you might expect—
quilts, pillow cases, mittens, caps, suspenders and so on, but they
had a couple of mystery items which they turned out frequently,
namely ‘invisibles’ and ‘bosoms’. Often in the records, I find that
the society met at the home of Captain Wilson Moore, and I like to
think of the group of friends circled around our old fireplace mak
ing bosoms and invisibles and cheering themselves up with a cup
of" hot tea from the kettle boiling on the crane over a good birchwood fire.
In those early days it was, of course, impossible for dwellers
in the small towns to get to court in Ellsworth. Therefore there were
local Justices of the Peace, men of good standing and sound judg
ment in their own communities. Here in Prospect Harbor Asa Cole
was a J. P. and following him came Benjamin Moore. I have been
fortunate enough to have one of Squire Moore’s records to look over,
beginning in 1841. I’ll have to admit that most of it makes rather
monotonous reading. The cases for the most part are concerned with
the collection of small debts, the sale and disposal of land, the
swearing in of town officers and so forth, but there is one entity
which shines out with human interest. “ Be it remembered” , writes
Justice Moore, “that on the 22nd day of September were brought
before me in the school house in Birch Harbor, Prudence Pray
(poor girl, Prudence was no name for her), Clarenda Pray and Polly
Robinson, who on the 16th day of September did wilfully and
cruelly and wantonly wound the legs and tails of two steers, and
greatly injure them and rendered them of no value, such actions
being contrary to the peace of the state and against the statute in
such cases made and provided.” The plaintiff was John Temple to
whom the steers belonged and who had got a warrant out against the
girls. The Justice goes on to say in his dry, legal language that
after a full hearing of the case, he judged the girls not guilty and
sent them on their way, no doubt with a few admonitions to mend
their ways. I expect though, he thought a few prods of a pitch fork
and some tail twisting, plus plenty of whoopla, and you dassen’t do
this, and the wild cavorting around a pasture by,- two steers and
three husky girls did not really add up to crime. The picture comes
up of the dignified Squire Moore sitting at the teacher’s desk, with
the farmer, mad as a hornet on one side of him and the three girls,
so wild and fearless in the pasture, scared out of their wits and well
nigh speechless before him. I can’t help feeling that once they had
all filed out, a slow smile spread over his legal countenance.
By the middle of the last century, Prospect Harbor begins to

look somewhat as we know it now. The first lighthouse had been
built in 1847. Somewhere I have seen a picture of it, probably at
The Sands when I was a child, and as I remember, it was built of
native stone. This building was torn down and the present light
built in 1891. Though not the first, one of the early lighthouse
keepers was Horatio Allen, first husband of Mrs. Rhoda Tracy with
whom we boarded before my father bought our present home. I re
member there was a portrait of him hanging in the parlor, a severe
and wooden-looking man, as was inevitable when the sitter had to
have his head clamped against a so-called ‘rest’ to keep it steady
during the difficult ordeal of photography. Uncle Alfred Tracy, the
second husband, sat cheerfully in the kitchen, not at all disconcerted
to know that his predecessor hung in state in the next room. And
speaking of other days at The Sands, I recall that when we first knew
the Tracy house, the front lawn and garden had a little white picket
fence around it, the entrance to which was through great weather
beaten whale bones.
By this time the whaling industry at Whale Cove had been given
up. The great days of whaling were already on the wane, and in
its place had risen a lobster factory. This part of town was now
called Lobster Cove. Somewhere between the stream and the shore
rose a huge ice house. In those days the stream was dammed and
quantities of ice were cut from it. The ice house was said to be the
largest in the state, and for a time, until the invention of electric
refrigeration, the ice business was a very profitable one. A man
named Warwick in the Portland area had discovered that ice could
be preserved almost indefinitely in sawdust and shipped to any
port in the world. A great demand for it rose in the West Indies
and other southern ports, in fact it was during this period that
sodas, sundaes and the like were dreamed up and made possible by
two northern products — ice and sawdust. Of course, this was all
very lucrative and while it lasted, Prospect Harbor had its share in
the prosperity. The vessels came into a wharf below the ice house,
their holds were loaded, and off they sailed to warmer climes.
During the nineteenth century some ship building went on here,
although this was never the center that Milbridge or even West
Gouldsboro was. But Prospect Harbor supplied both captains and
crews for local ships, and their voyages when successful, proved
very profitable for the men and their families. However, besides
success and profit, there were shipwrecks and disasters. It is sad
in reading over old family records to note how often after a man’s
name is ‘lost at sea’. After this severe winter of 1963 with its
high winds and cold, it is not hard to imagine how terrible the
seas were at times and how small a sailing vessel must have seemed
in the midst of all the fury.
One sad but thrilling story comes down to us from the year 1879
exactly eighty four years to the day from the time when this paper
was originally read on February 26, 1963. The David H. Tolck was
a three masted schooner coming home from Cuba under the direc
tion of Captain Irving Sawyer. The vessel carried a crew of ten
men, and in addition, the Captain had with him his wife and baby
daughter, Unfortunately while in Cuba the Captain had con

tracted Cuban fever and had not been able to leave his berth ever
since. The navigation of the ship was turned over to the first mate,
who apparently was not a very resourceful or competent seaman.
On the night of February 25th when they were off the New Jersey
coast, they ran into a terrific storm. The first mate, so the story
goes, lost his nerve and appealed to the sick captain to take over.
Sawyer rose up, got on his clothes and went on deck. In his feverish
condition he mistook a light picked up along the shore for Barnegat
and ordered the course of the vessel changed, thus heading her into
the wild breakers along the shore. Fortunately the ship was observed
from a Coast Guard Station, and all hands rushed out to do what
they could to rescue the vessel which had stuck fast only two hun
dred yards from shore. On board the captain and his wife had been
lashed to the masts and one of the sailors had wrapped the baby in
oilskins with the understanding that in case of rescue he would be
the first to leave the ship. Finally after heartbreaking difficulties,
a breaches buoy was sent out and the baby in the arms of the sailor
was hauled through the great breakers to safety, A good woman
who lived in the neighborhood had prepared her bedroom for both
mother and baby, but she only had the baby to care for. Both Cap
tain and Mrs. Sawyer died from cold and exposure, but not before
they had received word that their child was safe. Out of the crew
four men managed to reach shore, but the others all lost their lives
in the winter seas.
Many of us remember Geneva Sawyer who in later years be
came Mrs. Casper Cole. She often spent her summers here with Mrs.
Susie Cole, and I wish I had known her well enough to hear from
her own lips the story of her tragic start in life. Of course she was
too young — about a year, I believe — to remember the experience
herself, but she must have heard many accounts of it from older
relatives.
Another child given from the sea to the community was Daniel
Deasey. I regret that I can find no account of his rescue, but I have
always understood that he was picked up at sea clinging to a mast.
He was at that time a little boy, able to give his name but not sure
of the way to spell it, so whether it really was Deasey or not may be
a question. I have heard it suggested that it might have been d’Arcy.
a fairly common French name, but whether or no, he lived to make
Deasey a well known and respected name in the community. His
home was the property next to ours now owned by the Walkers.
This was old Moore property which came into his possession through
his second wife, Julia Moore Whitaker who when he married her,
was a young widow, the mother of Irving Whitaker and the grand
mother for whom Julia Whitaker Cole was named. In his early days
the Captain followed the sea but in middle life he retired and in
a partnership with his neighbor Handy built a general store. This
store is our Post Office. For many years this store prospered under
the name of Deasey and Handy, but finally Mr. Handy died and Cap
tain Deasey sold out to Louis Cole, who following in the steps of his
forefathers, had become the town Post Master. After that, the Cap
tain, now getting on in years, turned to farming in rather a small
way and to building barns in rather a big one. His daughter, Mrs.
Myra Shepard said once, ‘I can’t tthink what father wants with that

last barn. He’s only got one cow and she almost freezes to death out
there all alone.’ I remember the old Captain — a portly, ruddy man
with greyish whiskers. He had a crippled hand, the middle finger
bent in some injury at sea, but this hand he waved around when
he talked in courtly gestures. On summer evenings he and Mrs. Dea
sey (this was number four) used to sit out in the wide open doorway
of the second barn, by that time even the one cow had gone to her
rest, and whenever we walked by he used to half rise from his cap
tain’s chair, bow gallantly and wave the crippled hand. It wasn’t
hard to imagine that there was something of the Frenchman in his
background.
Although the old Town House stood till it burned in 1883 and
church services were still held there, some years before that the
the people of Prospect Harbor decided that they wanted a church
of their own. Funds were raised, carpenters hired and in 1876, the
Union Church our present Community House was built. If I had not
seen the paper myself, I should find it hard to believe, but Miriam Col
well has in her possession the specifications for the church, it states
the sort of lumber that should be used, that the interior should
have fifty pews with walnut trim, that the best hardware should
be obtained, in fact all the specifications are for a thoroughly sound
and well-built structure, which we know it to be, and for this hand
some building which is a landmark both by land and by sea, the
price was to be $350 dollars. The head carpenter for this church
was Alfred Tracy, father of Fred Tracy, another excellent carpenter
who many of us remember, and grandfather of Philip Tracy who has
so well made the building over and adapted it to our present-day
needs.
I must tell you a little incident connected with the building of
the church which stuck in the memory of a child. Old Uncle Alfred,
v/ho as I remember him spent most of his time in a comfortable
rocking chair near the stove at The Sands, said that while he was
working on the church, often high on a scaffolding on the roof, he
would hear the voice of Mrs. Oscar Moore calling ‘Tracy, Tracy.h
He would climb down from his high perch to see what it was she
wanted, only to find that she had been calling ‘Grade, Grade,’ to
her little girl and not Tracy at all.
When the church was dedicated it was to be a Union Church
where people of all denominations might worship, but as time went
on, the Methodists and Baptists felt that it leaned heavily toward
Congregationalism and Unitarianism and their voices and the mini
sters of their' faith were not given due prominence. Therefore, they
drew apart. I believe that for some years, while the Johns were liv
ing in our house, the Methodists held meetings there. How ironical
that later the house should fall into the hands of a Unitarian mini
ster. In 1903, the Methodist group felt itself strong enough to build
a church of its own, and in that year the present smaller building
just below the Community House was built and is now filling the
religious needs of the community.
One of the names I have wondered about in this neighborhood
is Cromer. To tell the truth, I never heard it until my husband be
came Fence Viewer and began interesting himself in property sur

veys. As all of you probably know Mount Cromer is the high land
on the left on the way to West Bay. It seems that more or less a
hundred years ago an old hermit lived up on this hill. He apparently
supported himself by a little trapping, fishing and berry picking,
but occasionally he got hungry and came prowling into town. If a
housewife had left an apple pie on the back porch to cool, or there
were some unguarded hills of potatoes in the field and these things
mysteriously disappeared, the comment was, ‘Old Cromer must have
been around.’ But all this was taken in the spirit of neighborliness
and charity for I find no record of his having been brought before
a Justice of the Peace for petty thieving.
Towards the end of the century, the name Whale Cove and Lob
ster Cove were no longer used. That part of town was simply known
as the South End as it is today. The old lobster factory had burned
in 1881 and a sardine factory had been built in its place. At that
end of town there were two stores, one Blance’s where Rupert
Blance now lives, and the other built somewhat later, was Byron
Moore’s. This too burned not so many years ago, bits of the wreck
age are still visible on the tumbled-down pier by the side of
the road. In the middle of town on the other side of the road from
the building where we are now was A1 Joy’s general store. Mr. Joy
was father of the first Mrs. Strout who many of us remember. I be
lieve this store was torn down about the turn of the century, and
soon after, Captain Williams, Mrs. Bessie Ray’s father and L. S.
Ray, her husband, built the store at the corner of the Pond Road
which served us all so well for so many years. Even before this,
Deasey and Handy had sold out to L. P- Cole their store which we
know as our Post Office. Coming up our hill on the way to Corea,
after passing our house half hidden under willow trees, stood
the Coombs house quite near the road. This is the house now owned
by Louise Paine. At the time it was purchased by the Paines around
1910, it was moved to its present location. But in the old days when
it stood near the road, there was a row of balm o’ Gilead trees with
planks for seats between the trunks, which stood between the house
and the road. I remember as a little girl walking with my father
from The Sands to the Post Office to get the mail. On the way home,
the hill always seemed pretty long and hot, but father always stop
ped and seated himself between the balm o’ Gilead trees to open his
paper and look over the headlines before going on. If I were lucky
enough to have a penny to purchase an all-day sucker at the Post
Office I really could get ahead with it while we rested there. Be
cause of its friendly hospitality, father always referred to this place
as ‘Saints Rest’.
At The Sands between the Shaws and the Dorcas Allen house
stood the old Allen homestead, which burned down before by memory
begins. I have seen a photograph of it and it was a house much like
the Dorcas house, with the distinguishing feature of a’ pretty vine
covered lattice arch over the front door. In the early nineteen hun
dreds Captain George Allen built the house last occupied by the
Rascoes on the same site.
It was about this time that the first summer visitors, or rusticators as they were then called, began to trickle into town. I think our

family was among the first. You may wonder how we heard of Pro
spect Harbor in the first place, having no relatives or friends here
at the time. I believe this is the story. In those days the Ameri
can Unitarian Association sent out young ministers during the sum
mer holidays when many city churches were closed, to rural
churches to help these churches, and perhaps more especially to help
these struggling young clergymen. It so happened that at this time
my father had an assistant, a Mr. Langston, who applied for a sum
mer job and was assigned to Prospect Harbor. The Tracy’s at The
Sands agreed to take him to board. When he came back to Boston he
told my parents that he had been in the most beautiful place in the
world and where they had the best cooks. He was iso enthusiastic!
that my family decided, if the Tracy’s would take them, to try their
luck. The Tracys would, and here we have been more or less ever
since. That was a long time ago— I was three years old that summer
and my brother scarcely a year.
We have now come to the twentieth century when the past
inarches right up to the present. I think all of you can go on with
these glimpses of life in and around Prospect Harbor better than I
can. Even those whose memory doesn’t go back so far have heard it
all from families and neighbors, so I will leave you here and per
haps in a hundred years from now, someone will go on where I
have left off.

